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What thanks shall we give that are mixed not and

marred with dread
For the price that has ransomed thine own with thine

own child's head ?

For a taint there cleaves to the people redeemed
with blood,                                              \str- 2-

And a plague to the blood-red hand.
The rain   shall  not cleanse it, the dew  nor the

sacred flood

That blesses the glad live land.
In the darkness of earth beneath, in the world with-
out sun,                                             [Ant. 2. 1640
The shadows of past things reign;
And a cry goes up from the ghost of an ill deed

done,
And a curse for a virgin slain.

ATHENA.

Hear, men that mourn, and woman without mate,
Hearken ; ye sick of soul with fear, and thou
Dumb-stricken for thy children ; hear ye too,
Earth, and the glory of heaven, and winds of the air,
And the most holy heart of the deep sea,
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